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THE STORY  OF MY LIFE
[1867
"Pisa,Dec. 1. We left Nice on the 21st, and slept at Mentone quite spoilt by building and by cutting down trees. I saw many friends, especially the Cointesse d'Adhemar, who flung her arms round me and kissed me on both cheeks. We spent the middle of the next day at S. Kemo and slept at Oneglia. The precipices are truly
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appalling. I have visions still of the early morning drive from Oneglia along dewy hillsides and amongst hoary olives, and through the narrow gaily painted streets of the little fishing-towris, where the arches meet overhead and the wares set out before the shop-doors brush the carriage as it passes by.
" The second day, at Loiano, I was left behind.    I went
just outside the hotel to draw, begging my mother and
Lea to pick me up as they went by.    The carriage passed
close by me and they did not see me.    At first I did not
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